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out of the general blur. So my eyes stare back at me in
bewilderment and misery. The fault lay partly in myself,
partly in the strange circumstances that had taken hold of me.
I was in a tense emotional state. Russia, with her mysticism,
her art, her romance, her martyrdom, had seized my imagina-
tion. Russia had affected me to a far greater degree than ever
Italy when I was a girl. My reaction to Italy had been purely
sensual; my reaction to Russia was sensual but artistic also,
and almost religious. Russia has been known to affect people
in such a way before.

The world said I was Bolshevik. If Bolshevism, however,
had been my obsession, I would have found an outlet for my
passion by linking on to international forces outside Russia.
Nevertheless, I both endured and revelled in the Bolshevik
label. At times I even persuaded myself it was true. A
Bolshevik personality was all the easier to assimilate, as ever
since my childhood my spirit had been in revolt. The first
seed was implanted the day my governess beat me before the
housemaid. It was fostered by the invasion of my father's
house by bailiffs. It was aggravated by the death of Wilfred
in the War, and cemented by the attitude of my family and
friends on my return from Moscow. A really genuine erudite
Bolshevik, however, would have scorned my Bolshevism, and
I doubt whether if there had been a revolution in England I
should have found my place. This preface is to explain
the spiritual unfitness in which I landed in New York
City.

I was met by Mr. Lee Keedick, my lecture manager, who dug
me out from among a crowd of reporters and took me aside
to give me advice as to how to proceed in order to attract a
maximum of publicity. He had advertised me, he said, and
it was up to me to keep it going.

I was advertised! That was my first shock. I felt no
longer human, but a sort of commercial concern. I had
not realized that a lecture tour in the United States necessi-
tated this sort of boosting. Publicity that was spontaneous
was a kind of testimony of achievement and had a cer-
tain prestige, but where, I wondered, was the merit in paid
advertisement ?